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Just Another Love Song 


Author's Notes: 
What set out to be really, really fucked porn, turned out to be this. Damnit! 


Troy sat at the back of the room, one leg folded neatly over the other. He resided alone on the couch, sitting 
in the middle and slowly sinking into the soft cushions. It was a nice couch. Large, unassuming, far from the 


hideous paisley-smeared brick piles he'd come to expect from dressing rooms the world over. 
It really was very nice. He'd have to ask where they got it. 


He glanced up, shaking a few stubborn strands of hair from his eyes, just in time to notice Joey looking at him. 
He raised an eyebrow, tilting his head in a silent question, not bothering try and make himself be heard over 


the deafening game of two-against-one foozeball being waged between them. Joey shrugged, gesturing to the 
couch. Apparently, he'd noticed Troy's interest. 


Troy returned the shrug, smoothing his pale, ring-laden fingers over the soft corduroy. Joey would no doubt 
approach him after the show, slick with sweat and water, fingers bruised and bleeding from shattered 
drumsticks, and ask if he wanted to look for a similar couch as soon as they returned home. The point of 


buying a new house with someone, of course, was to furnish it together. 

Troy hesitated, catching Joey's gaze again. Had he always been this predictable?" 

EK 

"Well, | think it's stupid," Troy scowled, folding his arms over his chest and raising an eyebrow. Josh laughed, 
running a hand over his short, wild hair. 


| don't really give a shit what you think," Josh laughed, shrugging. He plucked at the guitar slung across his 
lap, leaning back in a studio chair. "The guy's good. Really good. You'll see." 


Troy scoffed, lifting his chin somewhat and plucking at the hem of his long-sleeved shirt, catching sight of 


himself in the long, wall-mounted studio mirror. He really needed to cut his hair.. 


"How good can he be, Josh? You heard him play one song - half a song! - and not even one of yours! So what 


if the guy can hit a high-hat, did you really need to go ahead and fire the session guy? He was good, too.” 


Josh rolled his eyes, flicking a pick in Troy's direction and setting the guitar on the floor, producing a vibrating 
phone from his pocket: 


"If | say he's good, he's good. As good as Dave? Not in the same way, no, but he'll do the job. He'll fill the 


shoes, hit the skins, he might even get you to chill out some, ice princess." 


"Oh, fuck you, Josh," Troy snorted, turning to tighten the legs of the stand supporting his precious slide. There 
was no mistaking the brief touch of Josh's hand on the back of his head, as fleeting though it was. 


"One day," Josh hissed, letting out a shirt, Nick-esque bark of a laugh, moving to open the door for their new 


arrivals. 
Nick burst into the studio with his usual enthusiasm, sucker-punching Josh in the shoulder and sliding a bag of 
greasy burgers along the floor, thudding to a stop against Troy's bent knee. He took one look at the fat- 


dripping meat and rolled his eyes, offering Nick a raised eyebrow. 


"Nice, Nick," he scowled, holding up the bag. "And what am | supposed to eat?" 


Nick shrugged, already engrossed in a game of Smack Josh on the Back of the Head with an Empty Milkshake 
Cup. 


"I got you fries. Fries are a vegetable. Oh hey, this is Joey." 


Troy dropped the bag to the floor, standing and dusting his hands off on the sides of his pants, already 


irritated and in record time. He turned to the door, catching sight of their new drummer for the first time. 


He was vaguely recognizable, only as a fellow slave of the industry, but distinctive nonetheless. He was one of 
the most mexican-looking Los Angeleans Troy had ever seen, with a hint of numerous tattoos poking out from 
under the sleeves of his t-shirt. He was solid, built like a barrel, with what could only be thick nipple rings 
barely hidden beneath thin fabric. Although he was barely an inch taller, Troy all of a sudden felt very small 


"Hi," he struggled to get anything out at all, offering his hand. "I'm Troy. Troy van Leeuwen" 


"Hey." Joey grinned, looking down at Troy's hand as if he were afraid of breaking it, gingerly taking it in his own 
and noting now the rings felt cold against his palm. "I'm Joey Castillo. Wow..van Leeuwen? That's a hell of a 


mouthful, man." 


"That's what all the guys say when they meet Troy!" Josh piped up from behind him, yelling with no small 
amount of sadistic glee. His face twisted into a sick, disgusted frown as the remnants of a cold strawberry 


shake shattered against the back of his head. 


Troy groaned softly, hiding his face in fear of his cheeks blushing scarlet. Joey laughed, shrugging and clapping 
Troy on the shoulder. His hand was huge, rough, and Troy bit his lip against a whimper. As if fending off Josh's 


advances on a daily basis wasn't enough to deal with. 
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Troy shook the memory free, letting it fade and fixing a firm, subtle smile on his face. He didn't like to think 
about Nick as much as he used to. The longer Josh had let his selfishness take hold, the less likely it had 
become that the old duo would reform. It wasn't Troy never saw Nick, they caught up on what had almost 
become a weekly basis when able. And it wasn't that there was a void where he'd been - Mikey had done his 
best to fill the gap, and had done so nicely. The fact remained, however, that things weren't the way they used 
to be. 


He'd found out, several months later, that Nick and Joey had spent the majority of the night before the first 
meeting in the studio getting to know eachother in a very physical level. The bruises and half-moon nail marks 
hadn't been as obvious on Joey as they had on Nick, but the longer he thought about it, the more Troy 


realized what wasn't being said. 


According to Nick, it was the first and last time Joey had fucked him. Troy had drawn the information from 


him, sitting on Nick's couch, passing a joint back and forth in a rare bonding ritual he indulged in with Nick, and 
Nick only. Joey had been nervous, edgy, and Nick could take a punch. 


Troy understood why Joey had never told him. He didn't mind. It was something they had in common, after all, 
but it never needed to be said. 


It had become somewhat of a band in-joke, the matter of Troy and Joey's sex life. Or lack thereof. Troy, well 
known for being somewhat if a virginal prude, had made it quite clear to Joey that a year of coexisting 
together would precede any sort of sex. Joey, to the disbelief of the rest of their circle, had readily agreed. 


Nick, thankfully, had remained quiet on the issue. Several months into he and Joey's relationship, Troy had 
come to Nick with a proposition He was scared, terrified of eventually fucking Joey, afraid that he wouldn't 
know what to do. That he wouldn't be enough. Joey was a big guy, intense, loving but somewhat more 
adventurous than Troy was used to. He begged Nick to help him, tried to seduce him, to bargain with him, and 
when Nick eventually relented, Troy bent over the couch and bit his lip through the entire ordeal. 


He didn't regret it. It just wasn't what he had expected. 


eR 


"Why don't you ever fuck me like you want to?" 


Joey's hand slipped on the edge of the sink, sending a soap-laden saucepan clattering to the ground He turned, 


glancing over his shoulder at Troy, an incredulous look on his face. 

| what?" he frowned, retrieving the pan and removing the obscenely yellow gloves from his hands, folding his 
arms over his chest and facing Troy. "Baby..did you lean to close to your shoe polish? What the hell kind of 
question is that?" 

Troy shrugged, sitting crosslegged at the kitchen table, tapping his fingers against a folded newspaper. 

"When you fuck me. You get this look in your eyes, like there's something missing. Like you're sitting on the 
edge, and you need me to take more, to ask for more, but you never get it. Exactly what do you want me to 


do?" 


Joey's eyebrows knitted together in frustration and confusion. He crossed the floor, sitting beside Troy and 
reaching out, tucking his hair back from his eyes and shrugging. 


"| don't know what you mean.” 


"Yes, you do," Troy snapped, growing increasingly flustered by the conversation He sighed, pinching the bridge 
of his nose, knowing exactly how Joey would react to the question but asking away, preparing himself for the 


onslaught. 
"Why don't you fuck me, like you fucked Glenn?" 
It was the only time Joey had ever come close to raising his hand in anger. 
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Troy sank back into the couch once more, laughing to himself as the game between he and Joey exploded into 
an all-out football riot. Mikey had scaled the foozeball table, launching himself at Josh while Dean squeaked and 
headed for the dubious safety of the minibar. 


With Joey distracted, Troy pulled his phone from his pocket, flipping it open and cycling through the numbers 
in his address book. Old band mates, friends, family, tailors.he finally stopped at a number saved inexplicably 
near the bottom, a number he'd only dialed once when his curiosity had gotten the best of him. Josh's off- 
hand comments, a few rumors, and anecdotes Joey had let slip under the influence of the desert and tequila 


had only fueled that curiosity. 


The number had been easy enough to track down, calling in a few favors from friends. Dialing it had been the 
hard part. When, in his so far very exciting life, had Troy expected to dial the number of Glenn Danzig?" 
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He sat on the foot of the bed, plucking at the hem of his shirt, frowning and willing the other end of the phone 
to cut on. It had been ringing for almost a full minute now, sixty seconds that felt like an eon, feeding his 
apprehension and - 


"Hello?" 


Troy sat bolt-upright, nearly dropping the phone in his haste to answer. He pressed it to his ear, standing and 
re-checking the lock on the bedroom door. 


"Hello..uh..Gl - Mr..Danzig?" 
The voice on the other line let out something of an exasperated sigh, well-practiced no doubt. 
"Who is this? How did you get this number?" 


Troy shook his head nervously, a jerk reaction, oblivious to the fact that there was no one else in the room to 
see him. 


'No..no, its not what you think. |my name's Troy. Troy van Leeuwen’ 

"That's a mouthful," came the reply. The voice - Danzig's voice, Troy reminded himself. Glenn Danzig. - was 
soft, deep, nothing like the echoing gateway to hell he'd been expected. He cleared his throat, sitting once more 
and steadying his frayed nerves. 


‘lm a friend of someone you know. Played with. Uh.someone you played with. | play with him. In a band." 


His run-on babble was met with silence and Troy smacked one palm against his forehead, sighing to himself. 


This was going great. Just great. 

"| see," Danzig cleared his throat, hesitating for a moment. "So what can | do for you.. Troy?" 

"Well." Troy hung his head for a moment, swallowing against the lump in his throat and coughing once. He could 
do this. "lm actually..dating someone you played with. And dated. | think. I'm not actually sure how it worked, 
he's never really talked about it that much, and you see he doesn't know l'm calling now." 

"Troy," Danzig cut him off, smooth and calm, a fine hint of amusement in his low voice. "I've..dated, okay, 
dated..a lot of people. | obviously don't have to fall back on niceties with you, we seem to have something in 
common, but the fact remains. A lot of people. | might not even remember this guy, girl, whatever." 

It's Joey Castillo." 

Silence hung on the line, dragging it down and Troy swallowed again. He'd expected at least some kind of 
response to the name, but the silence was beginning to stretch, making his skin crawl. He was about to 
apologize, considering hanging up, before Danzig replied. 


"You're the kid from that band.that Queens of the Stone Age, aren't you? The girly one." 


Troy scoffed, his nervousness sacrificed for his usual outrage in the face of his masculinity being questioned. 


Danzig continued, apparently unaffected by Troy's insulted gasp. 
"I know you now. What do you play - eight instruments in that band? | hope they're paying you well.” 


"| do it because | love it," Troy finally found his voice, somewhat dismayed to find it returning in the form of a 


gutless squeak. "But | need to talk to you, about Joey... 
Danzig snorted, letting the words grow stale, waiting before offering any answer. 


"You want to know what? If | loved him? Sorry to disappoint. | won't speak for him, but it was too intense for 


that. So what..what do you want to know, huh? Just what the fuck we used to do to each other?" 


Troy nodded, waiting before realizing that he was still, in fact, alone, clearing his throat before voicing his 


agreement. Danzig laughed. 


"Well, if you're fucking him, you've seen the scars on his hips. They've probably faded, by now, his skin never 
held anything that wasn't ink in a gun. But if they're still there, then | guess | scratched him deep, and often, 


enough." 


Troy stayed silent, speechless. He'd seen the scars, never really thinking to ask where they'd come from. Now 


that he considered it, of course, every other scar and mark on Joey's body became much more noticeable. 


"There's a brand, on the bottom of his foot. It's old, I'm sure its worn away," Danzig continued, speaking as 
though he were ticking off a grocery list. "The rest are covered up, tattooed and tanned away. Ask him how he 
feels about dog collars, some time. See if he twitches." 


"| think I've heard enough," Troy whispered, switching the hands the held the phone to his ear, willing them 
both to cease shaking. Danzig laughed at him. 


"You wanted to know, right? Why? Do you want a piece of it, Troy van Leeuwen, of Queens of the Stone Age? 
Do you want Joey to hold you down, to write his name on the back of your neck and know that itll never wash 
off? Huh?" 


Whimpering, Troy shook his head again, bringing his knees up against his chest. 


‘No..yes..| don't know! | don't." he stammered, cut off once more by the low, suddenly harsh voice on the other 


end of the line. 


"Ask him, Troy. Ask him for me, why he never came back | would have taken him back, he knows it. The least 


he could have done was call, let me know | wouldn't see him again, that he'd been effectively poached.” 


"Look, | should probably go." Troy moved to hang up, suddenly caught off guard by the firm, dominating voice 
he'd first expected to hear. 


"No" Danzig growled, one simple word, heavy enough to stop Troy in an instant. He gasped, softly, and gained a 


small amount of insight into Joey's previous relationship. 


"No. You're not going to hang up the phone. | want you to answer one more thing for me. The ring | gave him. 
Does he still wear it?" 


Troy frowned, hesitating for a moment. There was no ring.Joey wore nothing on his hands, it would just get in 
the way, and he only wore a cross around his neck. Realization came suddenly, like a blow to the back of the 


head, and Troy whimpered. 


The ring, Of course. Thick, terrifyingly so, made of shining surgical steel with a captive ball closing the loop. It 


cast such an intimidating image, trapped just beneath the head of Joey's prick, that Troy had refused to look 
at it for months. The first time he'd felt it pressing against him, heavy and cold from the inside out, he was 


sure he'd die from the sheer sensory overload. 


"Yes," he replied, finally recovering from the initial shock. Of course Danzig had been responsible for that. 
Troy's small, whimper of a voice was met with another laugh. 


"I thought so. He's a good boy, that Joey. Try bolting him to the floor some time.just slip a link through that 
ring. He'll be as docile as a fucking puppy.” 


Danzig punctuated his words with a loud click, followed by a dull, monotonous tone. He'd hung up. Troy sat on 
the bed for another twenty minutes, waiting for his hands to stop shaking, deciding exactly how bad that had 
gone. It could have been worse. But it could have been much, much better. There were some things he was 


better off not knowing. 
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Troy closed his phone, watching as the front display faded to darkness, taking Danzig's number with it. He'd 
received a somewhat stilted voice mail, about a month after, inviting both he and Joey for a chance to ‘catch 
up’. Troy hadn't mentioned the message to Joey but neither did he delete it, filing it away for future 


consideration. 


He sighed, tilting his head back against the back of the couch. Soon they'd be on stage, he, Joey, Josh, Mikey 
and Dean. Another night beneath the steel chandeliers. At some point, between that first meeting in the studio, 
and this new tour, five years with Joey had passed by. Not wasted, not in any way, just.pleasant. Mild. 
Comfortable. 


He shook his head, jerking it to the side and avoiding the attention of the others. Joey had busied himself 
trying to separate Mikey from Josh, tearing the skinny berserker from the huge redhead, standing between 
them with his arms spread. Dean giggled in the corner, sitting atop the beer fridge. 


The temptation to tag his life so far as dull was real, brightly colored and dancing just outside of his vision. 
Troy smiled to himself, shaking his head once more. No. He'd tried that. To label it a failure would be a vast 


understatement. 
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The clothes didn't fit. Not even close. Troy huffed and twisted in front of the mirror, casting a frustrated 


glance down over his ass. Red leather. Who the hell wore red leather anyway?" 


The pants had fit well in the store. Like a glove was the exact phrase Natasha had used, her thick accent 
making it sound more like a lewd sex club, rather than a compliment. Troy had taken her word for it, after all, 


with her vast collection of generously low-cut shirts and skintight jeans, the woman obviously knew how to 


dress to be wanted. 


Now, however, he was seriously beginning to doubt her advice. His feet felt awkward without the comforting 


press of leather shoes, and his chest and arms were cold, unused to being bare for so long. 


The collar was cute. He had to give her that, but given the rest of the outfit, it only served to make him look 


more ridiculous. 


No. He shook himself, standing in front of the mirror once more and raking a critical eye over his outfit, from 
his bare toes to his darkly lined eyes. This was for Joey. This was what Joey wanted, right? Pliable, willing, 


tolerant and responsive? Troy could take a slap or two. He was sure of it. 


He could make Joey happy. He could give him everything he needed, in every aspect of the relationship, sexual 
or not. He'd learn to cook. He'd reduce the number of hair-in-drain induced breakdowns. He'd even crawl in his 
knees, lick boots, purr Daddy from time to time, or stand at the foot of the bed with a leash in one hand and 
a folded belt of leather in the other. lf that was what Joey wanted, that's what he'd do. It would be easy To 
change, Right? 


"I can't do this," he whispered, meeting the eyes of his reflection and not liking who he saw. This wasn't him. 
The clothes, the attitude, the expectations he was placing upon himself.it wasn't right. Joey could want and 
need whatever he liked, but when it came down to it..Troy was Troy. He couldn't be anything else. 


He unbuckled the collar and peeled himself out of the leather pants, smudging the makeup onto a square of 
toilet paper and flushing it away with no little disappointment. He pressed at his eyes with the heels of his 
palms, pushing until he saw stars and any threat of tears had faded. 


By the time he regained full vision, the telltale gravel crunch of Joey pulling into the driveway echoed just 
outside. Troy kicked the pants and collar beneath the bed, pulling on the nearest pair of sweatpants and heading 
for the stairs. 


He reached the door just as Joey closed it, flicking the lock and turning. He was still shining with sweat from 
the gym, his black, curled hair plastered to his forehead and a slow grin on his face. 


"Bare chest? What's the occasion?" he gently teased, taking Troy by the wrist and pulling him close, pressing a 
kiss to the side of his jaw. Troy slapped at his chest, dragging his nails just a little. Joey didn't seem to notice, 
and Troy felt a bare hint of relief. It didn't matter what he did. 


"| ordered pizza," Troy replied, taking Joey's duffel bag and dumping it on the floor, leaving it to be investigated 
by the two huge dogs that came loping out of the lounge, intent on being doted upon. "And | thought..maybe..we 


could eat it upstairs." 


Joey stood, immobile, as Troy took to the stairs. He was shocked, to say the least, by this very un-Troy like 


behavior. What was even more shocking was the blue cotton that hung over what appeared to be a bare ass. 


"Are you wearing my pants?" he asked, grinning and following Troy to the bedroom. "And no underwear?" 
Troy shrugged, smirking to himself and turning, catching Joey b the waistband and pulling him closer. 
"Maybe | am. So what, hmm?" 

Joey shook his head, eyes still wide with surprise. 

"Nothing, nothing.it's just really..out of character. Very kinky. | like it" 

Troy scoffed, slapping one hand against Joey's chest, tugging him into the bedroom and closing the door. 


"You'd better get used to it. l'm really starting to cut loose these days." 
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Troy left the stage before the others. First off, first to the dressing room, first into the shower every time. 
He couldn't stand the sweat that plastered his shirt to his chest, clinging to him like a wet bandage. He dodged 
around Josh's side, shooting him a look as the palm of one hand brushed his ass, slamming the dressing room 


door in answer. 
"Joey! Control your woman!" Josh roared, grinning and pushing the door open. Joey snorted, shaking his head 
and following the others to the fridge. He'd learned long ago to let Josh have his fun. There was no point 


arguing with him, especially when Troy in Joey's bed was the one constant in life. 


Taking a bottle of water from Dean and winking his thanks, Joey followed Troy's path to the shower. He leaned 
on the door until it opened, clearing his throat and offering the bottle, the door clicking shut behind him. 


"How kind." Troy grinned, taking a swig and handing it back, already half-naked in the swirling, moist steam. Joey 
shrugged, sitting on the edge of e bench seat. 


"That's how | am, you know. Just a generous, giving spirit” 


Troy snorted, pulling off the last of his clothes and turning towards the shower. Joey caught him by the arm, 


standing and pulling him close for just one moment together. 


"You okay, tonight?" he asked, breaking a lingering kiss and stroking his hand over the back of Troy's sweat- 
damp hair. Troy nodded, mustering a genuine smile. 


"Yeah. Just tired.tired of playing, tired of touring. Tired of the boys club." 


"Well, they're cutting us loose tomorrow. Back home," Joey replied, his hands resting in the small of Joey's 
back. Troy sagged with relief, leaning against his bare chest and kissing his jaw, leaning up just a little to reach 
his forehead. 


"Oh, hey - "Joey continued, leading Troy back towards the shower, ignoring his own still-half-dressed state. "I 
saw you eying that couch out there. Kind of nice, huh? Did you want to look for something like it, back home?" 


Troy laughed, balling his fists and thudding them against Joey's chest, tugging him under the streaming jet of 


water and smiling. 
"You think you're so observant. Yeah..maybe. As long as you fuck me on the old one as soon as we get back" 


Joey grinned happily, nodding, apparently happy with the arrangement. He kissed Troy again, pulling him close 
and holding him tightly. 


"That's right. Mr. Observant. You cant get anything past me." 


eR 


